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through all had tenderly watched over her, having twice nursed her back to life after she had been given up by the doctors. They both lie buried close to the estancia house.
Riding over the country in remote parts of the Argentine, one meets all sorts of curious and interesting types. I remember once that in the wilds about Neuquen we were cheered by a meeting with a character well known thereabouts, a very rich estanciero named Alezandro S., born in Chili, but naturalized in the Argentine. A characteristic story is told of how at the time of the Argentine-Chilian war scare a few years ago he went to the colonel in charge of a remount division of one of the belligerent armies and offered him 800 horses at a certain price.
" Right! " said the colonel,'f but the price mentioned for the deal in my papers must figure at five dollars higher than the price you mention, the remaining sum being my commission."
" Not a bit of it," said old Alezandro. " If you are not patriotic enough to buy my horses at the price I name for your Government, making an honest deal of the matter, 1 shall cross the Cordillera and dispose of them to your country's enemies."
" You can't," said the colonel. " You would not find a market for them there! "
But the old man was as good as his word, and the matter, reaching the ear of the colonel's chief, resulted in a scandal which made a great sensation at the time. Such a man was Alezandro, whom we met on the road that day, booted and spurred with gold.
He was mounted on a beautiful black horse with a white star on its forehead, and followed by a tro-pilla (troop) of thirteen other horses exactly like hisTHE ARGENTINE                   215
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